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Every lady earne daily to help care for him, and at last the oilicers' repeatedly proffered services were accepted for illicit nursing. I remember watching and admiring the tenderness of a handsome, dashing young fellow as he walked the floor with the feverish little sufferer, or rocked him patiently until dawn. And when I saw him often afterwards gliding about in the dance, or riding beside some pretty girl, I used to think to myself that I could tell his sweetheart something good about him. We were all like one family—every one was so quick to sympathize, so ready to act if trouble came.
After the trains had been taken off, and winter had fairly set in, the*, young mother, whom we all loved, was in despair about clothing for her little ones. We had reached ji land where there were no seamstresses, no ready-made clothing, and nothing suitable for children. Money did no good, though our friend had abundance of that, but; busy lingers were needed. The ladies quietly arranged, as a surprise, a HO wing-boo. We impressed our brother Tom into our service, and taught him to use the wwing- machine. A laughing crowd dropped scissors and thimbles at parade-time and followed to th*1. door to watch him hurry on his belt and nabro and take bin plan; the qmntesBeneo then of everything military and manly. A roomful of busy women, cutting, basting, making button-holes, and joining together little gurnientrt, noon had a passable outfit for the brave mother1 H littlu one**, and even a gown for her own Kweet Hclf. I, do not remember ever seeing anything quite so Dufchy and cumbersome, however, as those